SCENE i                                                   BELISARIUS

THEODORE.                             It's insufferable!

A subject so to stand before his lord,
And scold him brazenly.

BELISARIUS,                             Your Majesty;

For your own honour do I counsel you.

JUSTINIAN. We have appointed our own counsellors,
You know a soldier's duty is to act
Upon his orders, not to question them.

DEMETRIUS. The man's become inflated with himself
Since he won a skirmish out at Ghettos way.

JUSTINIAN. Dismiss the troops*

BELISARIUS.                      Sir, they have served you well-----

JUSTINIAN, Why, Belisarius, you do presume
Upon our favour.   But be silent now;
I'll hear no more of this.    Dismiss the troops.
To St. Sophia; come.

(The veteran guard are dismissed, and march away
sullenly. The crowd is dispersed after lingering
round BELISARIUS, who remains motionless and
makes no sign. The Imperial retinue passes out
last, ignoring BELISARIUS, who remains stand-
ing in the same place. As MARCELLUS passes
UNIGATUS, the latter stops him.)

UNIGATUS.                               Count on me now.
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